CHAPTER XXV

A DROP IN THE BUCKET OF BLOOD

IN BIRMINGHAM I found a job in a rolling
mill and established myself in a good board-
ing-house. In those days a "good boarding-
house" in iron workers' language meant one
where you got good board. One such was
called "The Bucket of Blood." It got its name
because, a bloody fight occurred there almost
every day. Any meal might end in a knock-
down-and-drag-out. The ambulance called
there almost as often as the baker's cart. But
it was a "good" boarding-house. And I es-
tablished myself there.

Good board consists in lots of greasy meat,
strong coffee and slabs of sweet pie with
gummy crusts, as thick as the palm of your
hand. At the Bucket of Blood we had this
delicious fare and plenty of it. When a man
%)mes out of the mills he wants quantity as
well as quality. We had both at the Bucket
of Blood, and whenever a man got knocked
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